18                              INDUCTION.
inclined to think Ryder was His Batavian Majesty. The company were   all big men,   except   Elton. Macready was  Colonel Green;   Anderson, Wilton Brown (the Secretary); Hudson, the Irish comedian, was a young light comedy Lord, whose name I can't remember;   George   Bennett  was   the   Duke  of Gaveston; Elliot Graham, a giant six feet two or three, played some  small part or  other;   Helen Faucit and Mrs. Warner were both in the piece, and Phelps played Lord Byerdale, who was " a villain of the deepest dye."    Yes, that was the first time I ever saw Mm, and an atrocious villain I thought he was.   Beyond the " icicle" speech, the villany of Phelps, and the interest which surrounded Anderson (who  appeared a veritable Apollo), I remember nothing, save that Macready, who was engaged in the   conspiracy,  made   some   touching   appeal  to Anderson;  that he replied, offering to lie down and die for Macready, or something of that kind; that he dropped into a chair, and, falling forward upon the table with his head on his arms, burst into a mighty passion of tears; and that I began crying, too, out of sheer sympathy.
I fear, however, I displayed sad want of taste for a sticking tragedian, inasmuch as I remember far more clearly the after-piece. It was Easter Monday, and it was not only the first night of a new play, butyou have Keen nothing in the papers (.Sunday); Bcvoral of them have taken up my cause very warmly.
